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Torment of Loving, and not being Lov'd again. 
| _ | 
-A SONG made by a Gentleman who Dyed for his cruel Miſtris. 


No Torment can be found no greater pain 


en truly Loving and not Lov'd again 


For thats a ſtrange Diſeaſe which Racks, the mind , 


Still ronts the Fudgment , and does Reaſon blind: 
 - Raiſes a Civil War, diſtrafts the Soul, 


[i Whilſt Fancy like a Ragin Sea does roul: 


| But waking finds he did embrace a Shade ; 
| Which all his hopes with it he had Conveyd, | 


- Jo a Pleaſant New. Tune, called Could Man his Wiſh Obtain, &c. 
Play d and Sung at the King's Play-Houſe. 


TP man his wiſh obtain, 
bhow happy would he be; 
But wiſhes ſeldome gain, 
And hopes are but in vain, 
Y ik Foztunes diſagre : 
Pitty you Powers of Love, 
pur Inkelitity; 


Why ſhould the Fates Conſpire, . 

To fruſtrat my deſire, © 

Since Love's the gentle fire 

| that keeps the Woylbd alive: 
But me it puts to pain, : 

My Withes are in vain, _ . 

Noz pꝛomile any hope to gain. 


J love and ſill J view, 
but dare not tell my mind, 
Should J my flames perſue, 
J might that Bliſs undo, 
which is fo hez deſign d, 

A Bliſs that's fa above, 
moe laſting, rich, and bind; 
Though hopes ſucceclels prove, 
My heart ſhall ne'r remove, 

From wiſhing of her Love, 

in Foztunes Triumph led; 
And though the baniſh me, 
Ik the but happy be, 


5 Muth like a Tyrant fits _ 
% th'inſulting-Pzince of Love, 


& And with his Arrows hits 


his humour from above 


* 
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] 


| The Lovers dreams of nothing but ſtrang Charms. 
And often thinks his Miſtris in his Arms; © 
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9% * *rwill pleaſe my Golt when J am 
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; The Second Part, To the ſame Tune. $ 
1 . Die Hills and Rocks J ſtray, 
+. though fields and g 0.17 i} ade 
, 92 F take mp reſtleſs way, | 
[ To Venus oft J zap, 
| + to grant me ſpeedy aid, 
And pitty my diſtrels, 
F 8 IUhole eyes do Lightning bear, 
1:3 $ --2 UQhich blaſt me with deſpair, 
M And takes me in Loves ſnare, 
i  _ n02can I thence eſcape ; 
Gut ſtrugele there in vain, 
K and kill does ſuffer pain, 
8 $: Whilft J to kre my ſelf do train, * 
_ Y ot | . 
= -=4 9% Witneſs ye Founts and Spzings , 4 
==". | 9s OGwwves; and each pleaſant Mead, #4 
77 Each warbling Bird that ſings, | 
3 N And ſpeads his airy wi n g; 
But pitty J imploze. and bleeting flocks that ked: 
D let ſompitty move: c bod cruel the fair Nymph. 
"But ah, what is my Erroz, „ do me as cver been. 
when love thus proves a Terroz, 9 But Tyrant love no moze, 
That is the wozlds baight Mirro⸗, $ To perlecute give o'ꝛe, 
and guides the Starry krame; , Kp, keep vour ſhafts in ſtoze, BY 
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Alas diſturbs my reſt, s Foz lick the Swan, now J, 3 if 
Since J of hopes am diſpoſſeſf,  - £- To ling my laſt leave try, 7, 
Cs SS LESS 2 Which done, J thus lye down # dye. 2 
Thou Center of my jop, bi . ( (He Diss. ö 
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